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traurig be, and in her simple illuminating way she summed up
her employers:
" Der Mann ist ein goldener Mensch, aber die Frau, sie
jammert immer ! "
I fail to find the English equivalent of " jammert." It was
a perfect description and suited her admirably.
The third morning Anna ran to me excitedly, she said an
Englishman was in the salon. I hurried to see, and there was
a young man waiting for Kameneff. I exclaimed:
" Oh, I am glad you are English ! "
He answered rather indignantly that he was not. It was
John Reed, the American communist. I poured out my
predicament to him. What should I do ? How should I get
out of this impasse ? He listened with a wry smile, said I must
get used to Russian ways. No one was likely to bother about
me in any way unless I protested or made a fuss. He was in a
grumbly mood himself; he had come to ask for some permits
that had been promised and not delivered. He certainly did
not cheer me, but he did something far more valuable and that
was to instil me with rebellion!
" Fend for yourself—don't wait for anything to be done for
you/' that was the gist of it. I awaited my chance, and I did
not have to wait long.
On the fifth morning Mrs. Kameneff went out early, Leo
Borisvitch had been at an all-night conference and appeared
late. We were alone at last. All my pent-up resentment of
his wife's hostile attitude, and of his cowardly volte face burst
forth:
" You must let me go," I implored.
" Go where ? " he asked.
"To a hotel,"
" There are no hotels."
" John Reed is in one."
" Oh, that's full of journalists! "
" What does it matter what it's full of ? "
He laughed grimly.
" Wait a little."
" What for ? "
" You will see, it will all come right."

